 
Remember how you used to know this quiet and shy little thing at school?  It was like she'd been frozen in time, never quite developed, blushing, teased...  She'd been the bookworm all through elementary and high school.  But despite her best efforts, her grades had been average at best.  She had passed, nothing more, and then disappeared.
 
Was it reasonable to expect her to break out of that state of being?  How are you going to make amends now that she's in front of you, for all those times you ignored the things thrown at her, the insults pelted casually in a one-sided war of attrition - or worse, the times when you might have participated against her...
 
Might as well forget the pixie-cut tomboy in her rusty fur and dress.  You might wanna know she holds a doctorate.  Several.  She went to every university in the metropolis and gotten all the diplomas magna cum laude.  Simultaneously.
 
She's a lecherous schoolgirl.  She's a shrewd businesswoman.  She's an ace pilot in a skintight bodysuit.  She's the world's best surfer.  She's Miss Universe twenty years running.  She's the Formula One world champion.  She's the result of Sk8ter Boi made into reality and blown up just to throw it all in your face - a big giant fuck you to all to so many classmates who'd so refused to help her that she went and helped herself.
 
There's no need to describe her body.  Her bodies.  The several of them, the six you saw one paragraph ago and some more to join them and stare you down with respect, with pride - and with pity.  She stands clothed and naked, she places herself in the middle of a crowd and makes out with herself to show she doesn't need anyone in her life.
 
You spot a nude one.  Red, white - golden, golden, golden!  What shimmering fur, what a cascade of Asian black hair, what a pair of unsettling golden eyes sunk in two splashes of thorned red that give her this standoffish glance!  She looks at you, she ponders her memory, figures out if you're an unknown she should greet or a past acquaintance she should render insane.
 
You spot her a step above you.  Bustier, juicier, hung to her knees or her heels.  She's incest, masturbation and hyper united into an existence beyond comprehension.  How did she get to stand in so many places at once?  When ever did her puberty hit?  Why is she all so smart and so skilled in every way?!
 
It's not fair.
 
It's totally, absolutely not fair.
 
...She grins.  Wide.
 